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18 Sketch 
Laura just knelt there, unable to move, unable to speak, 
the stinging tears flowing down her cheeks and into Abner's 
trembling hands. She closed her eyes and felt his hands close 
around her slippery neck. The pressure increased, more and 
more, until the thunder crashed in Laura's brain and her 
eyesight exploded in a brilliant flash. She managed to choke 
the last words. 
"No . . . Ab . . . saved . . . rain. . . ." 
Abner released his violent hold. Her body collapsed, the 
soaking heap striking the barren ground. She lay there, her 
eyes wide open but devoid of life. Abner looked up. The 
words flowed from his mouth. 
"Woman, the Lord has taken vengeance. It is too late to 
repent." Abner's figure froze with the words. The disciples 
murmured amens and began to pray. 
Outside the air was still. The rain had passed, and the 
thunder was only a distant moan. The lightning had ceased, 
and the night yielded itself to silent darkness. 
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English, Jr. 
The boy runs with the rest, steaming glasses slipping down 
his sweaty nose, 
wild hair wet on his brow, young face corrupted, pitted, 
skin pouring 
sweat, stick-like flannelled legs pumping, aching, not moving 
him now 
fast enough, cold lashing his lungs, he surrenders softly 
to a cough, unheard by the closest runners, who leave 
him behind, pounding pavement with numbing feet, 
ears ringing, ribcage bursting, 
mind screaming, 
alone. 
